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POSSESSIVE PORTUGUESE 


| thought Possessive Portuguese was the name of my 
dad’s best friend’s sailing yacht. 


But after | take possession of my high school diploma, and 
he possesses yet another victory in the Regata de 
Portugal, my dad takes me abroad for a sailing trip for the 
three of us to celebrate..and | find out what Possessive 
Portuguese really means for the very first time. 


After we lock lips in Lisbon, this older man sailing skipper 
says he wants to skip past all the formalities because he’s 
already obsessed with putting a baby inside this younger 
woman. 


Portuguese men discovered the world, but what happens 
the first time this older man discovers this younger 
woman has yet to be claimed? 


Will the idea of my dad’s best friend’s obsession with 
his daughter make my dad more than seasick as we make 
our way around the Portuguese islands in the Atlantic, or will 
the two of us sail off into the sunset, the wind at our backs 
forever? 


*Possessive Portuguese is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Francisco 


She’s so damn innocent in that white dress with her tourist 
map, looking like a deer in headlights. 


My hand squeezes the coffee cup holding my morning bica, 
Portugal’s longer and smoother cousin to the espresso. 


The small handle breaks off. | put the cup back on the 
Saucer and pull a twenty Euro note from my pocket without 
looking, my eyes locked on her Twenty Euros will more than 
cover the damage, but the real damage is what she’s done 
to me. My head is spinning and I'll never be the same again. 


| slide the note underneath the small plate my pastel de 
nata, a delicious, flaky custard tart sprinkled with cinnamon, 
was on before | devoured it. 


It’s a typical Portuguese breakfast, but the woman standing 
outside the coffee shop is farfrom typical. I’ve never seen 
anyone even remotely as beautiful as her. 


A morning ocean breeze catches her blond hair, blowing it 
away from her face, exposing her high cheekbones, swan 
like neck, and feminine collarbone. 


My cock hardens instantly, thinking how easy it would be to 
slide that shoulderless dress off her and slide my dick right 
into her, claiming her as mine. 


In all my thirty-eight years I’ve never felt this way about a 
woman before. Never fantasized about some passerby on 
the street. 

And this is the kind of moment that defines a man, the kind 
that comes once in a lifetime and I’m not going to let this 
one pass me by. 

| stand, moving quickly to the door. 

My heart is racing as | try and get a hold of myself before | 
approach the girl | want to wrap my arms around and keep 
safe forever. 

Forever? 


What in the hell is wrong with me? 


| soend most of my days and nights sailing, focused on 
winning regattas and not the hand of some woman. 


But this isn’t some woman, this is the woman. 


The woman I can see myself completely obsessed with 
forever. 


| hear a tram horn and look to my left. It’s moving slow, but 
it’s already almost on top of her. 


There’s no way he can stop in time. 


The horn sounds again, but she’s got on those damn Bose 
noise cancelling headphones. 


Fuck! 


The thought of anything ever happening to her sends 
adrenaline spiking through my veins and | take off at a dead 
sprint right for her. 


The horn sounds again as | leave my feet, catching her in 
midair as | feel the gust of wind from the tram pass us as we 
fly through the air and out of danger. 

But now there’s a new danger. 

| rotate my body mid air, bracing myself for the landing on 
the cobblestone street that’s been worn slick from centuries 
of pedestrians. 


We're guaranteed to hit hard and slide, ensuring broken 
bones and then terrible road rash. 


And if she’s not on top of me l'Il crush her. 


| flex my abs as tight as | can and my body rotates another 
ninety degrees until I’m completely on my back. 


“| got you,” | whisper into her ear and then | feel the impact. 
Of cork? 

“Are you Okay, man?” a man pushing a big wooden cart 
which apparently was filled with corks from wine bottles, 
asks me as I look up at him. The sight of us flying through 
the air at him must have scared him, causing him to dump 
his load which in turned saved me from some serious pain. 


“Don’t worry about me, l'm aman. Ask the girl.” Then | 
realize what I just said and snarl at him. 


Nobody’s getting close to my woman. 


“Are you Okay?” | ask as she lays on top of me, her ample 
breasts pressed into my chest as my cock presses into her 
stomach. 

“Oh my god. You...you saved me,” she says. 

“And I’ve been saving something else just for you,” | say. 
My hand slides behind her head and | apply pressure, but 
not much. | don’t need to because the momentum I’ve 
created avalanches and her lips come crashing down on 
mine. 

Goosebumps cover my body. 

My toes curl in my shoes. 


My entire body goes tense. 


| wrap my arms around her holding her tight, Knowing I’m 
never going to let her go. 


I’m the most confident, self-assured man to ever sail the 
pristine waters of the Atlantic and the Mediterranean off the 
coast of my country, and I’ve never been more confident and 
sure of something in my entire life. 


She is mine. 


CHAPTER 2 


Francisco 


“Anything I can do to help out?” my best friend Frank asks 
as | check the yacht one last time for our two week 
expedition from Lisbon to the islands of Azores and from 
there to the island of Madeira and then back to Lisbon. 


“I'm good, my man. Once Fiona shows up we're ready to 
push off.” 


“You sure there’s nothing | can do?” he asks again. 


“This isn’t the rowing team from back in college. No racing 
Shell and oars this time,” | say, joking with my rowing 
partner of eight years. 


| went abroad for high school starting my freshman year My 
English wasn’t good then, but | knew there would be one 
way to make some friends. 


Anything nautical related. 


Somewhere | got the itch to sail and explore, just like the 
Portuguese heroes before me such as Vasco da Gama, 
Fernao de Magalhaes, and now likely Christopher Columbus. 
Recent DNA testing makes it look more and more certain 
that Columbus was in fact Portuguese, and not Spanish as 
previously thought. 


Due to my size and experience, Frank and | won every high 
school race we ever competed in and then went off to 


college together and won those too. 


But after eight years of living abroad | had to return to my 
motherland, but one thing never changed... Frank and | will 
always be best friends. 


And Frank is here with his daughter to celebrate her high 
school graduation and my winning of the Regata de 
Portugal, but really both are just an excuse to get out there 
on the water together and have some fun just like old times. 


Speaking of excuses, | was so blown away by that young 
woman just half an hour ago my first thought was to make 
one up for my buddy as to why | couldn’t make this trip, but 
there’s no way I'd do that even though the thought crossed 
my mind. 


Damn, | wanted to cancel all my plans and just take her up 
to my apartment overlooking the Belém Tower, at the mouth 
of the Tagus river and a ceremonial gateway to Lisbon, and 
explore every inch of her body. 


And the worst part was she’s only going to be here a couple 
weeks, which is about the same amount of time l'Il be 
Sailing. 


But damn when I get back I’m calling her first thing and 
finding a way to get her back to Portugal or go to where 
she’s at. 


Even right now, the thought of us being apart is driving me 
crazy. 


| was so excited that Frank and his daughter were coming to 
town for this trip, but when I met him at the port just after 


saving that girl from almost getting leveled by a tram, all | 
could think about was her. 


Yeah, | was excited to see him and I’m sure it showed on my 
face, but my mind was wandering...elsewhere... imagining 
how incredible it would be if she were mine already and 
joining us out on the open water. 


She’s probably around the same age as Frank’s daughter 
too, so she’d even have someone her own age to talk to, in 
the rare moments | wasn’t doing everything | could to 
command her attention. 


Wow, | haven’t seen his daughter in ten years, and even 
then it was just a brief visit where Frank and | spent most of 
the time together and his daughter stayed attached to her 
mom’s hip. 


| try not to think about the tragedy that took her life, 
pushing it away. This is supposed to be a happy time. 


Something in my mind is off. It’s like my subconscious is 
trying to solve a puzzle about this girl and then it hits me. 


Her phone number is the nautical coordinates for Rome, 
which is where Saint Valentine is from. 


Coincidence or fate? 


| would have said random coincidence if you would have 
asked me any other day of my life, except this one. 


This was truly meant to be. It was so meant to be that | 
could barely even think when | got her number, forgetting to 
get her name or give her mine at the time. Her number is 


stored under “Mine” in my address book, because that’s 
exactly what she is. 


What | also can’t figure out is how she got a Swiss phone 
number, which equates to the GPS coordinates for Rome. 
She could have bought the SIM card online, or maybe it’s 
just a Skype landline number The country code for 
Switzerland is forty-one, and the first two GPS coordinates 
for Rome are four and one. This girl is the mystery of all 
mysteries and | will get to the bottom of this, and on top of 
her. 


| need to stop thinking about all this and concentrate on my 
guest, and soon to be guests. 


“It’s really good to see you, buddy,” Frank says patting me 
on the back. “Whoa. What happened here?” 


“Oh that,” | say as Frank pulls the back of my shirt up and 
around so I| can see the mark the corks left. “I fell in the 
street,” | say. Fortunately for me Portugal is the largest 
producer of cork, with a lot of it used in our wine bottles. 


Luckily that older gentleman collects all the cork from bars 
the morning after copious amounts of wine is consumed and 
then takes them to a recycling center for a little extra cash 
and the exercise and socializing that goes along with his 
“job.” Pretty cool to think so many of the pushpin cork 
boards, coasters and flooring in the area might have been a 
wine cork in a previous life. 


And my previous life had always seemed so successful and 
full of great things until she came along and made me 
instantly realize it all means nothing if there’s no one else to 
Share it with. 


“Since when did you get clumsy?” Frank says. “You were 
always so sure of yourself.” 


“Since—“ 
“There she is,” Frank says. “You remember Fiona, Francisco.” 


My head turns back towards the port and just then a wave 
must have come through or something, at least that’s my 
story and I’m sticking to it, because my knees buckle and 
my hand jets out finding something to steady myself with 
before | fall completely over like a top that’s stopped 
Spinning. 


“You okay, buddy? You almost fell again. You drink too 
much of that delicious port wine last night?” Frank jokes, but 
| barely hear him. 


| wasn’t drinking, but | was intoxicated for sure. 


We lock eyes and she freezes, giving me the perfect view of 
her. 


The sun’s coming up from behind her, backlighting her like 
the angel that she is. 


She’s carrying that same map and what looks to be a bag of 
fruit she must have picked up from one of the many local 
fruit vendors. 


My throat goes dry and my hand grips the part of the yacht 
I’m holding on even tighter. 


| feel my hands sweating, shaking even as my body squares 
up to her from a distance. 


| watch as her lips part slightly and she strokes her arm. Her 
cheeks redden and her throat moves as she swallows hard 
before her tongue darts out to lick her lips. 


Her shoulders go back and she sticks her chest out slightly, 
although from here it looks like she’s holding her breath. 


How do! know? Because I’m doing the same. 
“Earth to Francisco,” Frank says. “This is little Fiona that you 
haven’t seen in a decade. Can you believe that she’s all 


grown up now?” 


“No,” Isay. “No I can’t.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Fiona 


“Want to go for a ride on my yacht?” a voice from beside me 
asks, as my eyes stay locked in on Francisco. 


Oh my god, Francisco, my dad’s best friend, is my hero from 
the street. 


Francisco’s eyes move from mine to whoever is standing 
next to me and I watch a literal Dr Jekyll and Mr. Hyde 
transformation happen in front of my very eyes. 

His nostrils flare while his forearms shake. 

His arms come off whatever he’s holding to support the 
tumble he almost just took and his hands clench into fists as 
he steps out of his yacht and onto the cruise harbor. 


With lips pulled back and teeth bared he moves quickly 
towards me, his muscles and veins straining against his skin. 


A guttural roar echoes from somewhere deep within his 
throat or belly and hits me right in the chest. 


His steps are swift and his legs are wide as he beelines 
toward the man next to me. 


Just as he arrives | turn and see him jab his finger right in- 
between the man’s eyes, pushing him back. 


“She’s mine. Beat it,” he says, and the man scurries away. 


He looks down at me and his expression immediately 
softens, and then a different kind of intensity overtakes him. 


Even with the smell of the ocean breeze | can make out his 
masculine scent that smells like fresh leather. 


His stare is unbreaking and his body stills, while his pupils 
dilate to eyes that smolder with intensity. 


| angle my body towards him, my arm accidentally brushing 
against his causing his eyes to widen slightly. 


It’s like nothing else around me matters and | want to tell 
him that right now, but there’s no way. 


First and foremost because my dad is only about forty feet 
away and second because my mouth feels frozen, and my 
tongue heavy. | couldn’t speak if | wanted to. 


| feel a fluttering in my stomach and this time my knees feel 
weak. 


My mind feels alert, my body energized as an almost electric 
feeling passes through me. 


| feel hot, burning up, like | need to take off my jacket if | 
had on one, but my body is stiff and unmoving. 


God, how much | want him to touch me, or me to touch him, 
or even if | could just say something witty or charming, but 
no. 


My thoughts race to how | was on top of him earlier, when he 
saved my life, and how much I wish he was on top of me 


now, claiming me, showing me that those big, thick fingers 
aren't the only oversized appendages in his arsenal. 


I’ve been so focused on graduating with the highest GPA, 
that | haven’t had time to even think about boys... but this 
isn’t a boy. 


He’s aman. All man. 


All six foot five inches of his chiseled, muscular frame. From 
his masculine legs to his barrel chest to his squared up 
shoulders and his square jaw, everything about him screams 
alpha. 


“Um...are we gonna push off today?” my dad asks. 


Francisco turns to look at him, and from his profile | can see 
he shoots him a hard glare. 


“We'll push off when...” he begins with a rough, lacerating 
tone. Then he blinks and it’s as if he’s back in the present. 
“Whenever you’re ready, buddy,” he says, the anger 
removed from his speech. 


Now there’s something | have to remove too... my panties 
because they are completely drenched. 


CHAPTER 4 


Francisco 


An hour later we’re on our way to Azores and | put our 
modest yacht on autopilot and join Frank on the deck. 


Before long we’re reminiscing about old times, talking about 
everything we used to do. He’s asking me all kinds of 
questions about what I’ve been up to, how things are these 
days and life in general. 


But there’s one question | want to ask him... where in the hell 
is Fiona? 


Apparently she’s below deck and I can only wonder what 
she’s doing under there, but out of nowhere she answers 
that question for me when she ascends the stairs in her 
Ferrari red swimsuit. 


“Hey, we thought you fell overboard,” Frank says, taking his 
eyes off me for a second to acknowledge his daughter’s 
presence...which gives me time to ogle her perfect curves. 


Her full breasts and hips and an ass like an apple that | want 
nothing more than to take a bite out of. 


One hand rubs the back of my neck while the other starts 
tapping my fingers in a cascading motion from my small 
finger to my index. 


| just shake my head at the sight of her, knowing all the 
things | want to do to that body... all the ways | want to claim 


her. 


My eyes squint, and it’s not from the sun, as | narrow my 
focus in on her nipples which are now beading through the 
fabric of her swimsuit. 


Why is she doing this to me? 


| feel a headache coming on and it’s not from seasickness. 
I’m used to being on the water and we're in a yacht, not a 
Sailboat. This is child’s play for me 


Calm down, Francisco. Calm down. 


The boner in my pants isn’t buying it though, and is 
standing at attention so high and so hard that if we were 
sailing you could hang a canvas Sail from it. 


“Man, that flight really wore me out, and the sun’s not 
making it any easier,” Frank says. “Think I’m gonna go 
below deck and crash for an hour or two and catch you two 
in time for dinner.” 


| swallow hard. “Good plan,” | say quickly. 


Frank turns his head back around and my eyes dart from 
Fiona’s chest to meet his just in the nick of time. 


Frank blinks rapidly a few times and I’m not sure if it’s 
because the reflection of the sun off the water is too intense, 
or he thought he saw me checking out his daughter. 


He’d be right in either case. 


“Catch you two later,” he says, taking the ladder below 
deck. 


I’m tempted to close the hatch, just in case, but that would 
be way too suspicious. 


| feel like I’m back in high school and the teacher stepped 
out of class giving the students free rein, but to do what 
exactly? 


Fiona is Frank’s daughter That is very clear right now, but 
when she sits down next to me so close we’re almost 
touching, and then takes a quick look at my groin, my need 
for her is also very clear. 


Part of me tries not to look at her, as | shift my body away at 
a slight angle and avert making eye contact knowing her 
lusty look might be too much for this man to resist. 


Damn. I’m known for being calm under pressure, especially 
out on the water, but right now | feel my sea legs wobbling 
as | swallow hard, and then swallow again. 


My shoulders draw up and my elbows tuck into my sides and 
| don’t say a word. 


“Comfortable?” she asks. 


“Why are you wearing a swimsuit like that out here on the 
deck?” | ask, my mood suddenly changing from the guilt | 
feel for looking at my best friend’s daughter to annoyance 
and the promise that if she pushes this she’s going to get 
exactly what she came looking for. 


That’s what we both want after all. 


“Why are you walking around in boardshorts and no shirt, 
your muscles flexing as you turn the wheel, maneuvering a 


big sexy phallic yacht out in the ocean? You didn’t think 
that was going to have an effect on me like this swimsuit has 
on you?” 


Damn. She’s sassy as hell and right. 

Her statement sounds somewhat between a chess move and 
an offer, which | should be reluctant to respond to, 
especially with her dad underneath the deck. 


“You know we're on this boat for two weeks,” | say. 


“I know,” she says. “But what | don’t know is who’s going to 
break first.” 


My cock jerks and | swear | can feel precome on the tip of my 
dick. 


| try and adjust my position, but nothing feels comfortable 
My mouth goes dry, and | feel jumpy. My nerves and 
muscles are twitchy as my senses become heightened. | 
smell the semi-sweet aroma of her skin and it’s like nectar to 
my nose, drawing me in like a bee to its queen. 


My queen. 


| feel like I’m addicted to her, like | have no power to resist, 
not that I’d even want to. 


| watch as she changes her seating position, mirroring mine. 
Her legs open and | can see her crease. 


My teeth clench, and her head leans away slightly, exposing 
her neck to me. 


“Are you...seeing anyone?” 


“Oh I’m seeing someone right now,” | say. “Right now,” | say 
running my eyes up and down her body as she watches me. 


“And how serious Is it,” she says, as she bites down on her 
lower lip. 


“It’s real serious. There’s definitely a future there...a 
looooong future,” | say spreading my legs so she can clearly 
see just how long I’m talking about. 


“| was thinking the same thing,” she says. “You know...! was 
really putting in a lot of though about going to college in 
Europe. First | liked Switzerland and even got a Skype 
number for the country because | was making so many calls 
to the universities... until | found the School of Letters at the 
University of Lisbon and quickly realized it checked a lot of 
boxes on my checklist. I’ve been thinking hard about 
enrolling in the Faculdade de Letras. | love to read and from 
what I’ve seen online the city is beautiful.” 


“The city’s not the most beautiful thing in Portugal as of 
today,” | say, letting her know exactly what | think about her 
causing her to blush. 


“So | might just be in town for awhile, a looooong while.” 


She’s a wizard with words, turning mine around and giving it 
right back to me. No wonder she’s interested in studying 
literature and philosophy at our Faculdade de Letras. 


It’s hard to believe she speaks so well and carries herself so 
maturely, especially in this day and age. | thought 
eighteen-year-olds were practically kids, just addicted to 
their mobile phones, but obviously not her 


| can see how young she looks though, which makes me 
think she might be an old soul, at least for her age. 
Considering I’m the fittest thirty-eight-year-old I know and | 
never seem to tire out, and | Know | wouldn’t with her, we 
sound like the perfect match in more ways than one. 


She leans her head back, closes her eyes, and then moves it 
in a circle...that long blonde hair hanging all the way to the 
deck. 


| picture my hand knifing into it and giving it a tug as I slap 
her ass from behind while | enter deep into her channel. 


Her head stops rotating right when it squares up with me 
and the way the light reflects off the water | can’t tell what’s 
more blue, the depths of the Atlantic or her crystal clear 
eyes, 


She doesn’t have a speck of makeup on, and as the yacht 
makes good time a few droplets of water find her skin, 
giving her that fresh out of the shower look, as the sun 
bronzes her and gives her that healthy glow. 


| can’t keep my eyes from moving across her features over 
and over again. I’m not staring, but I’m one hundred 
percent lingering like a fiend. 


Then the age difference hits me again. “What about you? 
Got anyone back home,” | growl as | purse my lips and my 
muscles tighten again as | do a poor job of hiding my 
jealousy of just the thought of someone else thinking they 
have a chance with my woman. 


“I've been too focused on keeping my grades up and 
reading books to prepare for my degree to even think of 


having a boyfriend. Little did | think of what it would be like 
to have a real man, especially a man who’s good with his 
hands. A man who could steer a ship with those hands, and 
probably steer a lot of things... especially considering his 
skill and track record of conquering the motion of the 
ocean.” 


She’s playing with fire now I can’t take much more. 


“Maybe you can show me how you guide your ship,” she 
Says. 


| stand and hold my hand out to her. She places her tiny 
hand in mine and | feel the electricity jump from her skin to 
mine for the second time today when she stands | easily lift 
her up and off the deck. She’s so small and light, and | know 
without a doubt there are many ways I can use my strength 
to please her that would blow her mind...and mine. 


And it’s time to do exactly that. 


CHAPTER 5 


Fiona 


| gasp at the speed and ease with which he scoops me up, 
and from what the look in his eyes tells me he has in store. 


He kicks open the door to the wheelhouse then sets me 
down on an angled piece of dark wood just next to the 
control panel and before | could even say a word his lips 
were on mine. 


He tasted like summer and from the way his kisses quickly 
trailed down my neck it was apparent he was going to taste 
another part of me. 


His hands move down my side, grabbing me firmly, holding 
me in place as his mouth moved right over the top of my 
suit causing my back to arch and my hips to thrust forward. 


My hands search for something to grab a hold of, not 
wanting to touch anything that controls the direction of the 
boat, so! put my hands on his head and control the direction 
of his deep dive towards my pussy instead. 


His finger hooks in my swimsuit, moving it to the side as his 
mouth finds my center. | feel the vibrations of his growl 
throughout my groin as he tastes me. 


My hands move quickly through his hair, back and forth, 
pressing his head deeper into my cunt with each pass. 


My eyes close as he takes my bud in his mouth, rolling it 
gently and | moan out for him as my mind clears, feeling like 
I’m floating peacefully at sea in a dream. 


The reality of where I’m at comes racing back as his tongue 
dives deep and his throat rumbles so loud it drowns out the 
sound of the boat’s engine. 


“You taste so good, so sweet,” he says. 


| feel my cheeks heat as he buries his nose in my groin and 
inhales deep. 


“And your pussy is mine.” 

He brings one hand up to my cunt and presses a flat palm 
right there, applying pressure in just the right spot, as his 
other hand reaches up and finds one of my breasts, 
Kneading it through the fabric. 


His hand down below moves up slightly as two fingers apply 
pressure right at my opening, but don’t enter. 


“You ready for me from the inside?” 

“Uh huh,” | whimper 

“You're so hot, so musky,” he says taking another big inhale 
of me. “And so silky soft. Your perfectly shaven pussy lets 
me see everything, and if you could see how hard it makes 
me it would scare the hell out of you.” 


Slowly | feel one finger enter me. 


“Damn, you’re tight. You’ve been saving this just for me 
haven’t you?” 


| nod. 

“Haven’t you?” he asks again demanding an answer. 
“Yes,” | say, but it barely comes out. 

“So pink, so pretty, so fucking mine,” he says. 


He repositions his body, moving back in as his shoulders find 
the inside of my knees, spreading my legs open wider. 


With a finger inside me he licks my labia and | cry out in 
pleasure. 


“Oh fuck, Francisco,” | gasp as his finger finds my spot and 
his tongue teases my bud. 


A throaty growl rumbles from his throat, over his lips, and 
into my body in response as my hips thrust forward and my 
thighs squeeze hard against his body. 


He slowly fucks me with one finger, and then two, and his 
tongue. 


The door to the wheelhouse finds its way shut due to the 
motion from the ocean, or maybe he kicks it. I’m not quite 
sure as I’m only focused on one thing, which is quickly 
making it hot as hell in here and fills the air with the smell of 
sex. 


His fingers start to move faster and the flickers of his tongue 
move like a hurricane. 


My fingers dig into his scalp as his growls get fiercer, and 
more demanding. 


“I’m the first and last one to ever taste this, aren’t |?” 
“Yes,” | say. 


My pussy aches for more, but | don’t know how much more | 
can take until | erupt. 


My moans increase in intensity, equaling his growls. The 
sounds bounce off the walls of the small room making it 
sound like two feral beasts fucking in a cave. 


And we are fucking, his fingers and face are fucking me right 
and | feel the point of no return approaching. 


“Come for me,” he says. “Come on my face,” before he goes 
back to tasting me. 


His tongue swirls over my clit and my hips buck. 
“| want to taste you. | can’t wait any longer.” 


| feel my stomach tighten and a wave wash through me as 
my climax shatters through my body. 


My hips buck wildly on the angled table, my thighs shaking, 
as my cunt unloads everything | have right onto his tongue 
which he thirstily swallows down. 


My upper body jerks forward and | hug his head as he keeps 
going, slowing his pace and bringing me down from my 
high. 


| pull his head into me, kissing the top possessively, until | 
feel his head move back. 


| lean back trying to catch my breath. One hand finds a slick 
surface to lean on and the other one brushes against a 
button. 


“Sorry, sorry, sorry!” | say as a thick protective barrier slides 
down covering the side windows. 


“You preparing for a storm at sea?” he asks with a smirk. 


“| just experienced a pretty severe one and somehow | made 
it through,” | say giving him a wink. 


“Who said you've made it through yet?” 


His hands move to my hips and he pulls me in close. | feel 
every inch of his long, thick cock throbbing through his 
boardshorts and against the fabric of my suit. 


God he is huge. | didn’t have to see it to know I could feel 
it. 


His hands slide around behind me, finding my ass and 
grinding me against his girth. 


| moan out in pleasure. 


“This is all yours, just like I just took what’s mine,” he says. 
“This is what you do to me, how hard you make me. This is 
how I’ve been, how I’ve felt, since the first moment | saw you 
through that window. My dick’s wanted you more than 
anything since, and it won’t stop, | won’t stop, until it’s 
buried deep inside you.” 


| lean in, giving him a deep kiss, which only grinds his steel 
rod that much more firmly against me. 


My hand finds his bare chest, rubbing across his thick 
muscles and down his washboard abs and into his shorts as | 
take my first grasp of what he said is mine. 


Good lord. | send a second hand diving into his shorts and 
even stacked | can’t get all his length, nor can my fingers 
wrap all the way around his thickness. 


“Stroke it. Feel it. Do what you want with it, because it’s all 
yours,” he says. 


| breathe out through my mouth, trying to get oxygen inside 
this small room. 


My hands come out of his trunks, undoing the thin shoelace- 
like tie and his trunks drop to the floor and his dick springs 
free. 


| gasp as | stare at the sight of his huge sea snake, the head 
glistening with precome, the veins throbbing from his 
muscled shaft. 


All | can do is stare. 


“That’s never going to fit inside me, but | can’t wait to try, to 
learn.” 


“It will,” he says, “In time. Because it’s yours and only 
yours. It was made for you and it will fit you like a glove. 
Your walls will mold to it, own it, and milk it dry over and 
over and over again throughout our lives. | promise you 
that.” 


“Yes. | want that.” 


“And my cock wants you, and wants to make you come over 
and over and over again... make your mind and body find 
places you’ve never even dreamed of. This cock will take 
you places beyond your wildest imagination, every time | 
take you which is going to be a whole damn lot.” 


| moan and kiss him again, placing my hands on either side 
of his face. 


As | feel his body press against mine | feel him pull the side 
of the bottom of my swimsuit to the side again and the tip of 
his dick slides through my fold, causing my back to straight 
up immediately as | slide off the angled edge and my feet 
find the floor. 


My movement sends his cock so close to penetrating me, 
and me sliding right down his shaft, but instead his dick just 
slides through my folds, never entering me. The teasing is 
almost too much to take 


My clit aches for him as he bends at the knees, keeping that 
Sawing motion, his shaft running back and forth through my 
lower lips as we kiss deeply. 


Our faces fuck in lieu of the real thing, which is oh so close | 
can taste it... smell it, damn near feel it. 


“Oh fuck,” he moans into my mouth. “I want inside you so 
damn bad, but not here. Not like this.” 


He continues moving his hips slowly and | reach around and 
grab his ass, feeling his butt muscles flex as he slowly works 
his way forward and back. 


| can feel my juices dripping down my legs, knowing I’m so 
close to climaxing again, but this time it’s his turn, or our 


turn together. 


“Feel my balls,” he says. “Feel how they’re drawn up, ready 
to fill you with my seed?” 


| reach for his balls and find practically nothing. 
“Yeah, that’s right. They’re not there, at least not like they 
should be. They want to explode inside you, breed you, 


make a baby with you... our first of many.” 


My hips start moving in time with his and his movements 
pick up speed as his hips move wildly. 


He’s close. 

I’m close. 

“I want that. Fill me now Fuck me with your big cock,” | 
say, but he brings one finger up to my lips silencing me as 
he grits his teeth and his eyes narrow. 


“Not yet, but soon,” he says. “Soon.” 


He thrusts harder, his body’s rocking movements only aided 
by the ocean as | feel one of his nine inches move across me. 


“Fuck, I’m so close. Fuck,” he growls. “Come for me. | want 
to feel your come coat my cock,” he demands. 


My breaths shorten and my pulse races. 
“Come on my cock,” he repeats. “Come on me. Mark me, 


and then watch as | mark you, make you sticky with my 
seed.” 


My breath catches and my body does as he demands as | 
empty onto him, my body spasming against the top of his 
rod as | coat him in my cream. 


He grabs me tight and pulls me in, thrusting his hips twice 
more before pulling back and taking his dick in his hand as 
he pumps white stickiness all over my pussy, come shooting 
from his crown as spurts coat my pussy, my thighs and even 
my swimsuit. 


And it doesn’t stop. 
| watch as he marks every part of me until his cock coughs 
out the last of everything it has, covering my legs as his 


body spasms. 


He looks at me with open eyes and an open mouth, 
resembling the same expression | have. 


He grabs me and kisses me harder. 
“Francisco!” my dad’s voice rings out as he pounds on the 
door “Open up. Are you okay in there? It sounds like a 


fucking cannon’s going off in there.” 


“Fuck,” he says softly. “We're right over the top of his 
quarters.” Francisco says. 


His eyes dart around the room and the idea that we’re going 
to get caught has my body trembling, but not the right kind 
of trembling this time. 


“Let me in!” he says as he continues to pound on the door. 


Thank god | accidently hit the button that blocked the view 
through the side windows into the wheelhouse. 


He points toward the floor and | see a small hatch. 


“It’s his room. Get in and out fast and go to your room and 
lock the door,” he says. 


He kisses me hard before bending down and opening the 
escape hatch. 


He gives me his hand and helps me down. 


My feet find the bed and | quickly make my way towards the 
door of my dad’s quarters, hearing the hatch | just came 
from lock. 


There’s some commotion above me and then some laughter, 
which I use as cover to slide out of my dad’s room and into 
mine. 


| lock my door and lie on my bed, flat on my back as | stare 
up at the ceiling, my breath still racing. 


| bring my hand up to my chest and feel the stickiness of 
where Francisco claimed me. 


Did he get it that high? 

| bend my neck and look at my suit, then my legs. 

His cream is drying now and I can see the color. It’s literally 
everywhere. | look like a Jackson Pollock drip painting, and 
just like his paintings which sell for up to one hundred and 


forty million dollars, Francisco’s turned me into a work of art. 


Because it’s his seed, the most amazing man I've ever met. 
The man my dad is always talking about and saying how 


great he is. 


And my dad is right, but if he only knew just how great he is 
for me. 


How much he already means to me. 

And now the question is how am I going to get out of this 
suit, get cleaned up, and save this suit for the duration of 
our trip... because this is my first work of art by Francisco. 


First of many more to come. 


And next time | don’t want his work of art on me...I want it in 
me. 


CHAPTER 6 


Francisco 
Day four 


We dock on what’s known as the Green Island unofficially, 
and officially as Sao Miguel. 


It’s the largest of the nine islands of the Azores with lakes, 
rolling hills, mountains, and green plains that look like the 
entire place was dreamt up by J. R. R. Tolkien. 


And the last three nights my dreams have been of one thing 
only. 


Her. 


I'd easily convinced her dad that the windows were closed in 
the wheelhouse due to the sun coming in from that angle, 
and then that I'd fallen asleep. | didn’t explain the noise 
he’d heard, but he didn’t press it any further 


What had been pressing further the last couple of days on 
the boat was my cock in my damn trunks. 


Fuck, | was so hard for her and every time she came out on 
the deck in a swimsuit that wasn’t the one | marked | knew 
why...she was Saving it as a memento. 


Good. 


And this morning was also about making memories, and also 
stretching my legs so hopefully blood would go somewhere 
other than my cock for a change. 


We take the quick hike over to the Boca do Inferno viewpoint 
and damn is it stunning. There’s a volcanic crater, a lake- 
filled caldera, lava domes, pumice deposits, and so much 
green and blue. Living in cities is convenient, but damn, 
this is what life’s all about. 


If | had my way I’d just leave the boat in the harbor and we 
could get a nice place overlooking the sea here and | would 
claim her for good, the right way, the romantic way like she 
deserves. 


There are quite a few other people lining up for pictures so 
we wait our turn, which isn’t so bad. | could take in this view 
all day, although it can’t hold a candle to her beauty. 


Out of the corner of my eye | spot some backpacker kid 
who’s taking pictures like everyone else...no big deal, but 
what is a big deal is he’s taking quick, weaselly looks at my 
woman. 


What the fuck? 

| put my eyes right on him and watch as he quickly turns 
and takes a shot of her, without her knowing or her 
permission, as if he’s just shooting the scenery. 

Hell no. 

| march over to him, ready to come unglued as | snatch the 


camera right out of his hands, jerking it so hard the hipster 
strap he’s got it attached to around his neck snaps. 


“Hey!” he says in a voice that tells me right away I’m 
dealing with a pussy, just like | thought. “What do you think 
you're doing?” 


A few of the other tourists look at me, but | don’t care. 


| hit the eject button on his camera and take the memory 
card out. 


“Those are my holiday photos. Police!” he yells like a 
complete idiot. 


With the memory card in my palm I stare him down, 
squeezing it so hard | crush it right in my grasp. 


He takes a few steps back as he watches the display of my 
rage. 


| scroll through the menus making sure he doesn’t have one 
of those cameras that backs everything up internally, or that 
this is a dual flash card camera. 


No way I’m letting him get out of here with pictures of my 
woman. 


“What’s wrong, Francisco?” Frank says. 


“He was taking pictures of your daughter,” | say, biting my 
lip. What I really want to say is, “He was taking pictures of 
my woman,” but that’s only going to make matters worse. 


Frank shoots the guy a look, but then kind of resigns himself 
to this being a tourist spot. “Who cares. She’s not naked 
and this is a public place where people take pictures. It’s 
not like she’s naked or anything.” 


“| care,” | growl. “And if you saw the way he was looking at 
her there’s no telling what his sick imagination can dream 


up.” 

Once I confirm that the only pictures were the ones on the 
memory card which is now in a million pieces inside my 
pants pocket | march over to the kid and jam the camera 
into his chest, knocking him back. 


“Don’t point that thing at people who don’t give you 
permission. You understand?” 


He nods nervously. 

“Say it!” | growl, wanting to make this kid pay even more 
than the lost pictures and embarrassment that he’s 
experiencing now. Who knows how many other women he 
took pictures of on his holiday so far. 

“T won't. I’m sorry.” 

“Not to me. To her” 

His eyes move from the dirt over to Fiona. 


“It’s okay,” she says, trying to defuse the situation. 


“Say it,” rumbles from my chest echoing throughout the 
valley. 


“I'm sorry | took a picture of you. l'Il never do it again.” 
“Now get out of here before | get mad,” | say. 


He runs back down the trail and jumps on some rented 
scooter and takes off. 


Figures. 


“Damn man. You okay? That’s the second time you flipped 
this trip,” Frank says. 


“That’s just me being nice,” | say. | look down at the camera 
in Frank’s hands. “Now how ‘bout a picture of us.” 


| move over towards Fiona, wrapping my arm around her, 
feeling my dick harden instantly, not even caring if it’s in 
the picture like this or not. 


If anything it will serve as proof when the time comes to tell 
Frank how | feel about his daughter, about how it happened 
so fast and so naturally and it was beyond my control. 


To help him understand there was nothing | could do to 
control it and that | have to have her... always. 


And that time will come. It’s not a matter of if, but of when. 


The real question is am | going to come first, inside her, and 
start a family with her? 


| should hold off until this trip is over and we're safely on dry 
land in the port. I’m not sure if | can wait that long...to tell 
him the truth about exactly what’s happened and how 
things are from here on out. 


His daughter belongs to me now. 


CHAPTER 7 


Fiona 
Day eight 


Day five we left Sao Miguel Island in the morning, enjoying 
the equivalent of a cetacean safari as we made our way to a 
nearby island called Horta, Ilha do Faial Colours. We 
watched as schools of dolphins followed our boat and whales 
jumped around it. Francisco said there are twenty-two 
different whales and dolphins in these waters, which is one 
third of all known species. 


When we arrived on Horta, Ilha do Faial Colours, together we 
left our mark on the breakwater, which is covered in murals 
and paintings. Local tradition says that good luck will follow 
sailors who leave their mark here before taking off to explore 
the Atlantic. 


After that we took a walk in the Calderia, which was an 
absolutely gorgeous nature reserve filled with flowers. Even 
with all their sights and smells, the masculine smell and 
height of Francisco reigned supreme, and caught my eye the 
most during our time there. 


To cap off the evening we went to Peter Café Sport, which 
opened way back in 1918. It was the one hundred year 
anniversary for a place that served as a hub for whalers, 
sailors and even spies. Thanks to Portugal’s drinking age of 
sixteen for wine, | was able to try some delicious port. 


On day six we checked out Angra do Heroismo, Terceira, or 
The Purple Island as it’s known. 


Day seven we left for Madeira, the crown jewel of the 
Portuguese islands and the home of Cristiano Ronaldo, 
whom many consider the most attractive soccer player, and 
sportsman, in the world today. 


With my sexy skipper at the helm | would vehemently 
disagree. 


We arrive in Porto Santo, Madeira. The place has been 
called “one long beach, with a bit of land attached.” | 
couldn’t disagree. 

Some people say the volcanic sand of Porto Santo has 
Curative powers, but the only thing | need a “cure” for right 
now is my addiction to Francisco. 

And there is no cure, nor do I hope to find one. 

| love this feeling, and | want to feel it forever. 

But after sneaking kisses for eight days, some very steamy 
situations, and a lot of long, lusty looks, I’m on edge about 
finally doing what we both want...to feel him inside of me. 


During the day we go for a swim and check out a home 
where Christopher Columbus lived at one point. 


It’s really beautiful as is everything in the country | find 
myself falling in love with. 


| can really see myself living here and enjoying it. 


The city of Lisbon, these islands, the easy-going way of the 
local people, the culture, the food, and most of all... him. 


| Know we could have fun together anywhere. Heck, we’ve 
already stayed up late at night on the boat playing board 
games and telling stories. 


The man is so well travelled and so experienced sometimes | 
almost wonder what he sees in me. 


| feel like there’s nothing | have to offer him, to which he 
replies, “nonsense.” He even jokes that I’m going to get my 
Portuguese citizenship in the future and become a famous 
writer of the sea tales and adventures that we take together. 


That sounds more than good to me. 


And as the time passes, I’m coming to realize he’s not joking 
at all. 


It doesn’t matter if he’s dead serious, or being playful, when 
he says something about us and about our future | know he 
means it. 


It’s always positive and always creates a mental movie in my 
mind. | can literally see it playing out in real time, and 
everything he says puts a smile on my face...and a fire in my 
belly. 


The itch that needs scratching the most rages as we go back 
to our accommodation for the night. 


As my dad takes his turn in the shower | just sit in our quaint 
rental for the night, staring at Francisco as we hold hands at 
the dinner table under the candlelight inside and the 
moonlight through the window. 


“Tomorrow,” he says. 


| don’t have to say anything. | know exactly what he’s 
talking about. 


We're on the same wavelength now, thinking as one. 


And tomorrow we'll become one in a different way for the 
first time. 


It’s a night I’ve dreamed about, especially since | met him, 
because he’s the only one I could ever share my first time 
with...and | know every time after as well. 


He will be my first and only... forever. 


And that starts, as he says, “7omorrow.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Francisco 
Day nine 


| walk past Frank’s room, doing my best not to wake him 
although I know I don’t need to put too much effort into it. 


His door is cracked and he’s sawing logs so hard I’m 
surprised his own snoring doesn’t wake him up. 


Just as | expected. 


| spent the entire day doing everything | could to wear him 
out. 


| think the lava pool built right into the side of the cliff was 
his final undoing. He was having a blast so he ordered a few 
drinks. Alcohol mixed with sunshine and topped off by a 
hard swimming session have him horizontal for the 
foreseeable future. 


Perfect. 


| continue down the hallway to Fiona’s room, turning the 
handle quietly and sticking my head inside 


Her eyes are already on mine and | can see she’s wide 
awake. 


| point toward my clothes and then toward her luggage. 


She smiles, pulling the covers back showing me she’s 
already dressed and ready to go. 


Damn, this woman can read my mind. 


| take her hand and we quietly leave our semi-nice hotel for 
one she'll never forget...and neither one of us will ever 
forget what is about to happen there. 


As we walk, following the moonlight, there’s a certain 
calmness that has overtaken both of us... neither of us 
saying a word. 


But as we get closer to The Cliff Bay hotel, where | made a 
reservation earlier today without her or her father finding 
out, my hunger for her gets more intense. 

There are multiple rooms in our “peninsular suite,” and 
multiple balconies too, and I plan on making use of 
everything. 


My need to consumer her, to claim her, to make her mine is 
overwhelming by the time we approach the entrance. 


As we make our way to the receptionist and then breeze 
through the check-in process all | can think about is kissing 
her lips, and everywhere else on her body. 

How | want to get her out of her clothes. 

How | want her to spread those lovely legs of hers. 


And how | want to slide right in-between her thighs. 


Because now | have her all to myself No father No other 
tourists. Nothing. Just me and her and no interruptions. 


| put my keycard in the door and it flashes green. | scoop 
her up in my arms and kick the door in, carrying her across 
the threshold in my arms as the door behind us slams shut... 
for the night. 


The reception was told we don’t want to be disturbed in any 
way. We’ve had too many of those already. 


Fiona looks up at me from my arms as | lean in, giving her a 
deep kiss as my hands clasp her body even tighter, more 
possessively. 


And my cock wanted to do the same, throbbing with 
everything it had trying to break free of my pants. 


“What do we have here?” she says, her arm reaching over 
and grabbing my jeans right where my dick is. 


“What that is is yours...every last inch,” | say. 


| carefully lie her down on the bed and pull my white T-shirt 
up and over my head. 


She does the same with hers and then it’s a race to see who 
can get out of their clothes the quickest. 


“I’m not wasting anymore time. It’s time to claim you now,” 
| growl. 


“I'm already yours,” she says. 


“In every way,” | say, my dick needing to be inside her 
pussy, my tongue needing to fuck her mouth. 


| get my pants and underwear off and my dick springs free, 
raging to take what it wants... what | want. 


She slides out of her panties, her last piece of clothing and 
tosses them to the side 


| just stand there, staring down at her pussy, taking in every 
part of her feminine body under the moonlight coming in 
from the floor to ceiling glass patio doors. 


| can see her wetness, her desire, and it turns me the fuck 
on. 


“You're so wet for me already,” | say. 


“And so are you,” she says looking at the precome which 
already covers the tip of my dick. 


| move forward, getting up on the bed on my knees and 
placing my body over the top her hers. 


My lips come crashing down as my hand finds the back of 
her head, pushing it even deeper into my kiss. 


My mouth quickly moves along her jawline and down her 
neck before | take her nipple in my mouth, flicking it, feeling 
how hard it already is. 


“You taste so damn sweet everywhere,” | say, my mouth 
then coming down hard on her other nipple as her back 
arches into me. 


She gasps and my hand slides under her back, pressing her 
chest into my face just as | did her kiss seconds ago. 


My mouth comes off her tit with a pop and I quickly kiss her 
all the way across her collarbone before my body slides 
down the bed. 


My hands take her hips and | place a big, slow kiss right on 
her stomach. 


“I’m going to be kissing you here a lot in the future. You 
know why?” 


“Yes,” she says. 


“Tell me why,” | demand, knowing she knows exactly why. 
But | want to hear it anyway. | want it to come from her lips. 
| want her to say just how much she wants this, for her 
intensity to match mine which | know it damn sure does. 


“Because you're going to put our baby in there.” 


“You can be sure of that,” | say as my head tilts up so | can 
look deeply into her eyes. 


| move licking right up her slit, taking her bud in my mouth 
and teasing it. 


But | need more. | need her everything. 


| send my tongue deep inside her, and my eyes close as | 
breathe in deep, smelling her as | taste her...becoming the 
feral beast that she turns me into. 


With my hands still possessively clutching her hips I quickly 
flip her over onto her stomach and then give her ass a good 
Slap, watching her skin turn red. 


Under only the dim moonlight | can see the claim on her | 
made taking shape. Good. | would never, ever hurt her, but 
when she begs for more | know I've provided just the right 
touch. 


| give her ass a good slap again, before palming her globe as 
| place my cheek on her other globe, feeling it’s baby 
smooth softness. 


“Every part of you is so damn perfect,” | say. 


| quickly pull my hand from her ass, my head spinning as | 
flip her back over onto her back. 


“No more waiting. | can’t control what you’re doing to me.” 
“| feel it too,” she says. “Something about being in nature 
these last few days has brought out the most basic instincts 
in me.” 


“And me,” | say, feeling the blood flow right to my dick. 


| lean in and get a big whiff of her one more time, feeling 
drunk off the floral aroma of her scent. 


| kiss her pussy hard one last time, blessing it for what’s to 
come next. 


“That’s the last time | will ever taste your innocence,” | say. 


She looks up at me and a mischievous smile over takes her 
lips as her fingers lock onto the sheets. 


“I'm holding on tight,” she says looking at one hand and 
then the other. “Take me, like we both want you to take me.” 


It was time to show her exactly what she could expect for 
the rest of her life, the unbridled, raw passion and heat that 
she put inside my belly. And in releasing that | knew | was 
going to make her come harder than she could have ever 
imagined...over, and over, and over again. 


| grab my shaft and run the crown through her folds, feeling 
her wetness. 


“| want to feel you come on my cock. | want to feel your 
walls tighten around me as you milk out all of my seed. l'Il 
never wear a condom with you because | want to feel you 
every fucking time, and | want you to feel me too. And | 
want a big family too. I’m going to fill you so full your body 
has no choice but to get pregnant. I’m going to put so much 
come inside you your body won’t be able to take it all, only 
saving the best while the rest drips out of you and runs 
down onto the sheet tonight.” 


She whimpers. 

“And tomorrow when we're back on that boat and we're all 
laughing and having a good time, I'm going to put on my 
sunglasses so your dad doesn't know that I'm starting at 
your slit, watching my juices seep out of it, Knowing that | 
gave you more than you can handle. 

“And that’s how it’s going to be... forever. 


“You understand exactly what you’re getting into right 
now?” 


“Yes.” she says. 


“Good, because it’s time | put this big cock in you,” | say as 
my hips move forward and | enter her for the first time. 


My breath catches and my forearms go tight as rope. 


| look down and see her mouth is open and her whole body 
is stilled. 


“You okay, beautiful?” 
She nods. 


“Talk to me.” The last thing | ever want to do is cause her 
pain. 


“Yeah,” she says with a short breath. 

“You don’t look okay.” 

“I'm fine. You're big, but I can handle it. It’s just that..the 
feeling of you inside me, the first time I’ve ever had you... it’s 


overwhelming. | feel so many emotions.” 


“You have no idea how that makes me feel, but you know | 
want to feel more of you. Are you ready for that?” 


“Yes, | want more.” 


“I'll go slow...as long as | can. If it’s ever too much just say 
so or tap my forearm, okay?” 


“Yes,” she says. 


“Here we go,” | say. “And by the way... being inside you feels 
more incredible than anything I’ve ever experienced.” 


| tip my hips back and the tip of my dick slides out and 
damn, the air on my cock only reminds me how much it 


belongs inside her. 


| slide right back in and watch as her eyes close and her 
open mouth turns into a smile. 


And as | slide back just a little and in a little more, her 
mouth opens again as her chest moves up and down, her 
breaths increasing and | know I’m doing this just right for 
her. 


| slide back and forward again, feeling like | could come just 
by watching her face. 


“You're so big,” she says. 


“And you're so tight,” | say, feeling my rod open her channel 
more each and every time I| pass in and out. 


| continue, going slightly deeper and deeper each time. 

My heart rate picks up to the point | feel like it’s redlining. 
The thought of making this woman mine forever has 
adrenaline flowing through my body and every muscle in my 
body flexing. 


She gasps and | lean forward, my hands finding the mattress 
as | start to go deeper and deeper. 


“More,” she demands. 
My pace quickens and the length of my thrusts increase. 
“More!” she calls out, and | do exactly that. 


“More!” she says with a fervent pitch, causing the entirety of 
my possessiveness to come breaking out of its cage. 


| grab her by the hips and thrust into her, feeling my balls 
bounce off her underside as | own her with my rod. 


“Oh fuck,” she says. 


Without thinking | bury my right knee into the bed and roll 
over onto my back, bringing her on top of me. 


My hands stay locked on her hips as I bounce her up and 
down on my dick like a ragdoll. 


“Uh...uh...uh,” she moans as her head moves side to side 
and her blond hair follows. 


She leans in, placing her hands on my chest trying to flex 
her hips down my rod to increase the tenacity of our 
connection, too powerful for her. 


“Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my...god,” she says as | slide 
her up and down my pole over and over and over again, 
feeling my stomach tighten and this ride about to come to 
an end as a new one begins. 


“Come, angel. Come on my cock,” | demand. 


She moans and | watch as her stomach pulls in and then she 
grunts deeply and her body shakes as she unloads on me, 
sending my balls all the way up and my seed all the way out 
and inside her. 


My hot jets fill her as | feel her cream coating her channel 
before suddenly it stops and her cunt clamps down on my 
dick, squeezing it with a vice grip as she milks me for 
everything | have inside. 


“Take it all,” | growl. 

“It’s all mine,” she says in-between breaths, just before 
collapsing on top of my chest, right where she belongs as | 
catch her in my arms, my cock still buried inside her. 

An after shock later and I’m spent, searching for air as | feel 
her body, covered in sweat, heaving on top of mine which is 
doing the same thing. 

“We're so much alike,” she says. 


“Thankfully not too much,” | say, looking down at her 
perfect breasts which are just inches from my eyes. 


She laughs and then her hand pinches my side. 


“That was the most incredible experience of my life, both 
physically and emotionally.” 


“This is one hell of a connection,” | say. 
“Is?” she says. “Are you still hard?” 


“I've been hard since the moment | saw you, and that’s 
never going to change.” 


“You don’t need a minute in-between?” 

“Have you looked at yourself naked in the mirror lately?” 
“Stop!” she says squeezing my cheek. 

“Never,” | say, as | kiss her deeply and that fever pitch of 


need stays right with me, even after we’ve just joined as 
one. 


Having her for the first time was incredible, but as | knew it 
would be the case it didn’t satisfy me in the slightest. 


Now I only want her more, and | have to have her all the 
time. 


“I’m going to slide off and get a glass of water.” 
“Can you get three?” | ask. 
“Two for you?” 


“Two glasses of water and when you get back... right into 
round two.” 


“Ding ding,” she says. 
“I like the sound of that,” | say. 


“And | like the sound of that growl you made when your seed 
first spilled inside me.” 


“Oh it didn’t spill. | put it there on purpose, because now | 
know my true purpose. 


“It may have taken me thirty-eight years to figure it out, but 
that’s because it took me thirty-eight years to meet you, as 
an adult at least.” 


“And what is your true purpose, the adult me asks?” she 
says with a smile. 


“To make a bunch of not adult you’s and me’s, and together 
we raise them into adults in a house full of laughter, love, 
and happiness.” 


“l'm all in on that goal.” 


“It’s not a goal,” I say. “It’s a promise... of forever” 


CHAPTER 9 


Fiona 


He quickly downs the two glasses of water in the time | 
finish one, and as soon as my hand places my glass down on 
the table his hand is wrapped around my wrist. 


| look up seeing the fire in his eyes and know the 
intermission is over. 


He lifts me, carrying me towards the patio doors. Cradling 
my entire body weight with one arm, his other arm extends 
and his hand slides open the glass. 


| knew he was big, and strong, but we’re talking about 
freakishly strong here...and it looks like freaky time is about 
to begin. 


He carefully lowers me. | feel my feet hit the ground, as the 
ocean breeze hits my face. 


| look out across the expansive view, taking in the sight of 
the Atlantic and the other side of the island, where it wraps 
around from this angle, way off in the distance. 


A flat palm finds the bottom of my tailbone and slides right 
up my spinal column, all nerves firing as my entire body 
arches into his touch. 


My thighs shiver in pleasure as his hand continues up, 
finding my neck and massaging it right below my hairline. 


| feel his warm breath on my back as he kisses me gently on 
my shoulder, just before his other hand slides in between my 
legs applying enough pressure telling me to spread my legs 
wider without him even saying a word. 


His first two fingers find my clit, while his lips find every 
tense part in my upper back, kissing me as his fingers roll 
my nub gently around in-between the tips of his first few 
digits. 


My hands grabs the cast iron railing as | push my ass back 
into him, feeling his still hard cock press against my back. 


“I'd ask you where you want it, but | already know,” he says. 
“Everywhere,” | tell him. 


| should feel the chill of the hour, but I only feel heat ripple 
across my skin from head to toe. 


He nibbles my earlobe and | moan, hearing a faint echo 
carry throughout the vast open space in front of us before it 
disappears into the darkness, but the feeling of his thick 
cock is nowhere near disappearing anytime soon. 


His hand in-between my legs comes around my body, 
dragging across the skin on my hips and | feel my own 
wetness smeared across my skin. 


“I'd cover you with my own, but that’s what we did when we 
couldn’t do the real thing. From now on | cover you from the 
inside,” he says, his hand reaching my front, finding my 
pussy, and rubbing in the perfect circle putting me on the 
brink already. 


| feel the tip of his dick slide through my folds, lubricating 
him, but knowing his precome has already done the job for 
him. 


“Hold on, beautiful,” he says, but my grip can’t get any 
tighter. 


| feel his cock slide inside me, and this time I’m ready. 

| use the railing as leverage as | push back against him, 
driving my ass into his waist as he buries his steel pipe deep 
inside me. 


“You're hitting my spot,” | say. 


“I can feel it,” he says, as the crown of his cock finds my G- 
spot with each slow, deep thrust. 


“Ready to pick up the pace?” he asks. 
“Uh huh,” | moan. 


“Good, because you bring out the animal in me and it’s the 
only way,” he says and | feel his hips slam into me. 


My eyes close as | feel his girth throughout every nerve 
ending in my walls as he moves in and out. 


| push harder with my body, praying this railing is prepared 
for what we’re planning to put it through, but if my first 
climax is any indication the feelings I’m feeling already tell 
me this isn’t going to take much time. 


| moan loudly. 


“Oh yeah, just like that,” he says as he slows his pace to 
speak, moving in and out of me so slowly, inch by inch, and 
then quickly resuming the persistence of his movements. 


His hand knives in my hair and he gives it a light tug as his 
other hand comes down on my ass cheek, palming it, 
kneading it, and squeezing it tight. 


| feel his chest on my back as he leans in close, and then his 
breath on my exposed neckline. “Mine,” he says, and then 
squeezes my globe even harder. 


“| can feel you swallowing me up, beautiful,” he says, his 
mouth so close to my ear still. “I feel you opening for me, 
taking me, claiming me... every... fucking... inch.” 


A growl rumbles through my own throat at his filthy worlds. 
“Yes,” | say, with a deeper tone than | even knew | had. 


He picks up his pace. “Yes,” | say closer to my normal tone. 
| feel his balls slapping off my backside as he thrusts and 
suddenly they don’t and | know what’s coming next. 


“Yes!” | scream, my breaths shallow | scream it again and 
again and again, until | try again and the word won’t come 
out. 


“Oh, fuck,” he moans and he thrusts and holds. | feel his 
pelvis rotate as he angles his hips so he can get as deep 
inside me as possible. 


Then he moves in and out of me twice more and | feel his 
warmth enter me and it sets off a chain reaction, a tidal 
wave inside me that washes over and through me and then 
covers his cock. 


My body spasms forward as my neck sticks out and | come 
up on my tip toes, but his hands grab my hips possessively 
as if l'm running away and he pulls me right back down his 
pole, throwing thick white ropes inside me. 


“Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god,” | say feeling a 
second powerful wave right after the first and | unleash 
again. 


My feet steady, but my thighs become wobbly and my knees 
weak, as | come down from my high. 


He kisses my neck gently as a silent moan escapes my lips 
and just when I think I can’t stand up straight any more, his 
arms wraps around me, pulling me in close. 


| release the railing and turn my body within his grasp, 
pressing my tits against his chest as | wrap my arms around 
him. 


| don’t say anything, just feeling the safety of him holding 
me as | snuggle into him feeling his heartbeat right under 
my ear. 


In a matter of seconds his heart goes from racing to a steady 
and deep thump-thump...thump-thump...just as | feel the 
tension in his muscles ease. 


| feel a sense of pride knowing | was able to affect him so 
much, and | know he can feel my heartbeat as well, as his 
big body seems to make contact with so much of mine. He 
must have his skin on more pulse points than I can count, so 
he knows just how much he affected me. 


The night is still young, and | know we're just getting 
started. 


The effects of this night will stay with me forever and 
always, but the question is what effect will it have when we 
eventually have to tell my dad? 


| shelf the idea as he scoops me up again and carries me into 
the shower, feeling that he’s still hard just as he told me he 
always is when it comes to me. 


CHAPTER 10 


Fiona 


We check out of the hotel at four in the morning, knowing 
we want to get back in our accommodation where dad is 
before the sunrises. 


The plan is to at least get some sleep and to avoid getting 
caught before we have the chance to break the news to him. 


Breaking the news to my dad on some small paradisiacal 
island in the middle of the ocean is less than ideal, not that 
this is going to be that much easier on the mainland. 


As we get close to our place, Francisco wraps me up in his 
arms and pulls me in for a kiss. 


“| wish we could have stayed in the hotel like this... you just 
holding me in your arms until the sunrise.” | say. 


“You know | do too, beautiful. And we will in time, when the 
time is right.” he says. 


“And when will that time be?” a voice rings out from a good 
thirty yards away. 


My mouth falls open as my body pulls away from Francisco, 
my hand coming to my chest. 


| gasp as | shuffle backwards, feeling my muscles become 
rigid. 


My other hand reaches out for Francisco’s arm, but the only 
hand | can focus on is my dad’s. 


He’s holding my swimsuit, the one I hid in my bag. It’s 
covered in Francisco’s seed and there’s no way to even think 
of pretending it’s not, or that my dad doesn’t know. 


“How long have you two been planning this?” he says taking 
a step towards us, and then another and another. “Dad, | 
want to go sailing for my high school graduation gift,” he 
Says mimicking a bratty and whiny girl’s voice. “No, you 
wanted me to fly you over here so you could have a fling 
right under my nose with some sailing stud, somebody | 
thought was my friend.” 


“It’s not like that Frank,” Francisco says, putting his body in- 
between my dad’s and mine. 


“Oh it’s not? Then what is it like, friend?” my dad asks as 
he’s almost to us now. 


“It just happened by surprise, neither of us was expecting 
it: 


“A surprise, huh? Like this,” he says taking a swing at 
Francisco, but he raises his forearm and blocks it. My dad’s 
a big guy, but Francisco’s bigger, and there’s no way my 
dad’s going to take him down. No amount of rage can make 
up for Francisco’s size, strength, and most importantly his 
commitment to me. 


“Let’s go, Fiona. We're taking a ferry back to Lisbon and 
going home. And you can forget about studying over here. 
That’s over.” 


| just stand there behind Francisco, not sure which way to 
go. 


My dad is my dad, always has been and always will be and | 
love him. 


But he’s acting crazy right now. 


Not only that, but Francisco’s my future. | believe in him. | 
believe in us. 


“I can’t, dad,” | say softly. 

“What do you mean you can’t? | said let’s go, now let’s go!” 
He turns and takes a few steps back toward our place but | 
don’t follow When he stops dead in his tracks at the silence 
which confirms he’s the only one going anywhere | swear | 
can see his muscles flexing just before he spins around and 
stares me down. 

“I’m not going.” 

“You're going.” 


“| love him, and I’m staying.” 


“I'll give you one chance to reconsider and if you don’t, 
well... you’re on your own.” 


| feel a tear roll down my cheek, but my dad’s vicious words 
only reconfirm my decision, not that | needed it. They 
certainly don’t do anything to make me reconsider, not that 
| would. 


| know he’s angry, but still...he’s over the line 


| also know if | want to be treated like an adult | have to act 
like one, not like what most people expect an eighteen-year- 
old girl to act like. 


It’s time to be an eighteen-year-old woman, and that’s 
exactly what I’m doing. 


“I'm sorry,” | say. “I’m staying.” 


My dad exhales hard and then huffs and puffs off back to the 
room. 


“Come on Frank. Don’t do this.” 


“Me don’t do this? You’re the one who did something you 
shouldn’t have done and you know it,” he says. 


We watch as my dad enters our place. 
“Should you go in there and stop him?” | ask. 


“I know your dad. It’s not going to work. Approaching him 
now in that confined space is going to be like cornering a 
wild animal that’s injured and fighting for its life. It would 
only make things worse,” he says. “I wish | could, but he 
needs time to cool off, and | don’t want to get him even 
more fired up and then something even worse happen... 
something that can’t be fixed, ever” 


Francisco’s right. I’ve never seen my dad this way. Even 
when my mom passed he was different. Back then he was 
just really sad and acting very defeated for a long time, but 
never violent or angry at someone like this. 


Less than three minutes later and the door comes flying 
open and my dad storms out. 


There’s no question where he’s going. He’s headed right to 
the port to take a ferry back to Lisbon, just like he said he 
would... but without me. 


We watch as my dad eventually just becomes a spec in the 
pre-dawn light. 


“| feel terrible,” | say. 


“You shouldn’t,” he says, hugging me. “I’m proud of you for 
acting like an adult, and in time your father will be too.” 


“What do we do now?” | ask. 


“All we can do is wait. We can’t control the things out of our 
control, no matter how much we want to.” Francisco 
pauses. “This might sound crazy, but technically we didn’t 
check out of the room. We just left the key in the room and 
left, the silent check out so to speak.” 


“You want to go back after what just happened?” 

“We can go back inside where there’s a bad vibe and bad 
feeling, or we can get our things, go back to the hotel and 
have them let us back in the room. We can just lie in bed, 
you in my arms, as we watch the sunrise on a new day, 
together.” 

When he puts it like that it does make the most sense. 


“Okay,” | say softly as | nod. 


“Hey,” he says, placing his hands on my shoulders and 
looking down at me. “Things are gonna be alright. We just 
have to be patient.” 

“I know, but | hate this feeling,” | say. 

“| hate it too, but..” 

| watch as a small smile overtakes his lips as he looks at me. 
“| heard what you said to your dad and | just want to let you 
know, the feeling is mutual. | love you too, | have since the 
moment | laid eyes on you.” 

Just hearing that makes me feel a bit better already. 

“And just as importantly | want you to know my love is 
unconditional. l'II love you now, tomorrow, and until the end 
of eternity. We're in this together, and together we'll always 
be stronger, as one.” 

| put my head on his chest and feel the warmth of his skin. 
“Together as one,” | say. 


“Always,” he says. 


CHAPTER 11 


Fiona 
We extend our stay another night in the amazing hotel. 


After sleeping in until past noon | feel much better, although 
| am still worried about my dad. 


| know it’s not a problem for him to get back. We checked 
and saw there wasn’t a ferry back, but there was a budget 
flight on TAP airlines. No doubt my dad took that and he’s 
back in Lisbon already. 


Our tickets home aren’t for a few more days and when | 
checked the Internet all the flights back before then are sold 
out. There’s no way he’s going to fly to a neighboring 
country and then do multiple transfers to get home, just to 
get out of Portugal. It would wind up taking the same 
amount of time except he’d spend those days sleeping in 
airport lounges and not a proper bed. At thirty-eight years 
old multiple days of sleeping sitting up or in the airport 
aren't an option, unless you're Tom Hanks playing that guy 
in the movie The Terminal, based on the eighteen-year stay 
of Mehran Karimi Nasseri in Terminal 1 of Paris-Charles de 
Gaulle Airport. 


That’s not my dad, especially after soending so much time 
on a boat at sea. 


As we leave magical Madeira and make our back towards 
Lisbon there’s a certain freedom and relaxation that wasn’t 
present when my dad was aboard. 


It sounds bad to think of it this way, but it was almost 
perfect that my dad was with us on the way out, when our 
anticipation and lust were building to beyond a fever pitch, 
and now we get to make the voyage back in more of a 
romantic, calm way without him. 


A couple days later we pull into Lisbon, docking and back on 
dry land. 


The last two days on the ocean were great. 


We made love on the deck under the stars. We drank wine. 
We sung, we danced, and one day | didn’t even put on 
clothes the entire time. | just walked around completely 
nude, even feeling so brave and confident that a few times 
we stopped the boat and jumped off for a swim. 


| could really get used to this way of living. 
We discussed our living situation too. 


Francisco has plenty of friends and connections in Portugal. 
Sailing is a very revered and admired sport. It’s not evena 
sport here, it’s a way of life. 


And Francisco promised me I could write the next chapter in 
the book of my life at the College of Letters. He checked 
online back in Madeira and realized he knew the head of the 
department and a few of the teachers and could get me in 
with a simple phone call. 


So it was settled. I’d live in Lisbon and go to school there as 
well. I’d study the exact subject | always wanted and live 
with the only man I ever wanted. 


Life was perfect, except for my relationship with my dad, but 
Francisco repeatedly assured me he’d come around, in time. 


And now it was time to think positive, about the future, as 
we walked from the port to Francisco’s place. 


| enjoyed that we could just walk and take trams. We could 
certainly afford a taxi, but there was just something so 
romantic about hopping on a quaint tram and rumbling 
slowly through the city, taking in the sights and sounds of 
the city Not too many people, and none of them in a hurry 
whatsoever. 


After living in such a fast paced, competitive, consumer 
country it was a breath of fresh air Oh...and the air in the 
city was literally fresh as well, better than what | was used 
to. Bye bye hay fever and no more sniffling in spring and 
fall when the drastic season changes come. 


We arrive at Francisco’s house and he puts the key in the 
lock and then his lips are on mine. 


He pushes the door open. 


“Wait!” he says, scooping me up in his arms and carrying me 
over the threshold. 


“We'll do this the right way soon, but your first time coming 
in to our home | had to,” he says. 


The indirect mention of a ring has me giddy, and the way he 
called it our home has my head spinning. 


| can’t believe my life has changed so much in just two 
weeks, and it’s all because of him. 


| just wish my dad was here to see it. 


“| see what you mean now,” a voice says from the couch and 
Francisco sets me down and throws his body in front of me 
raising his hands to fight. 


My head turns to the side quickly and | see my dad sitting 
there. 


“What are you doing here?” | ask, completely shocked. 


“It’s okay,” Francisco says. “I told him where the key was a 
long time ago. He’s always welcome here. Can I get you a 
drink?” he asks. 


“If you could pour us all a shot of port that would be 
perfect,” my dad says. 


l'm completely confused and not sure how to approach this. 


Less than two minutes later Francisco is back in the living 
room with three glasses of port, handing one to my dad, one 
to me, and keeping one for himself, as my dad continues to 
keep the reason behind his presence in Francisco’s, | mean 
our, living room, to himself. 


“| just want to say I’m sorry,” my dad says, keeping the shot 
glass down at his waist. “I had a couple days here in the city 
to think about it and it started to make sense...a lot of sense 
actually Looking back now | recognize all the signs on the 
boat. The build up, the tension, the ‘oh no will Frank find 
out.’ Well, | found out all right and it was a disaster, but it 
didn’t have to be that way. 


“| overreacted, as | think most fathers would. But how could 
| be angry? If there’s anyone I trust and admire in this world 


it’s Francisco. And after telling my baby this hundreds of 
times of course she’s going to think the same thing. And 
when she saw him and matched the sounds to the movie? 
Well, then it was like one of those European film 
masterpieces, but instead of Marcello Mastroianni and 
Monica Belluci, it was the two of you. And just like 
Mastroianni and Belluci they are from completely different 
time periods, and not even this country or mine, but they 
would have worked together because their love is timeless 
and classic, just like | know yours is and will continue to be... 
and | give you both my blessing, not that you ever needed 
it.” 


“Thank you,” Francisco says, raising his glass. “It means a 
lot to me. Cheers.” 


“Cheers,” my dad and I say together just before we clink our 
glasses and down the shot. 


Francisco wraps one arm around my dad and gives him a big 
hug from the side, as guys who don’t make a habit of 
hugging other guys do on those rare occasions when they 
display emotion to another man. 


“Are you sure you're not a Europhile, Frank?” 

“A Europhile?” my dad says. 

“The way you were waxing poetic back there about Italian 
movie stars you had me wondering if you were just buttering 
me up so you could move here too. The couch is always 


open, buddy,” 


“Very funny,” my dad says, putting his hand in Francisco’s 
hair and messing it up, but it only somehow makes him look 


that much more thrown together, rugged, and masculine as 
heck. 


Francisco looks at his watch and pulls out his phone quickly 
as he searches for something. 


“Everything okay?” my dad asks. 

“You're still in town a couple more days, right?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Up for another adventure?” 

My dad looks at me and | look at him. We both smile. 
“Sure,” | say. 

“Why not?” my dad says. 

Francisco motions to the door and just like that we’re off 
again, ready to check out more of this beautiful country, but 


the most important thing is we’re all three doing it... 
together. 


CHAPTER 12 


Fiona 


An hour and a half after we leave Lisbon we arrive ina 
beautiful little beach town called Nazaré. 


The three of us have dinner, and I notice Francisco excuse 
himself more than a few times. My dad and | joke that he 
has reverse seasickness. 


After we finish a lovely meal my dad stretches saying he’s 
tired and is going to crash. Apparently Francisco has 
already booked a couple of rooms at a nearby hotel, and 
thankfully they’re on completely opposite ends of the hotel 
and different floors too. 


After we pay the check my dad shakes hands with Francisco 
and gives me a kiss on the cheek, telling me I'll always be 
his little girl. 


It really touches me and | watch as he takes Francisco’s SUV 
and drives to the hotel as we set out on a beautiful late 
evening stroll. 


Not more than fifteen minutes later | can hear loud waves 
crashing up in the distance. 


“Is it safe up there?” | ask. 


“It’s perfect up there,” Francisco says as he pulls me in close 
and we continue to walk. 


Another few minutes later and we come upon a beautiful 
lighthouse and although it’s dark it’s easy to see there are 
absolutely huge waves crashing just off to the side of it. 


“They're huge,” | say, taking in the sight of their power. 


“Up to one hundred feet. It’s the mecca in all the world of 
big wave surfing. It beats out Mavericks in Northern 
California and Cortes Bank one hundred miles off the coast 
of Southern California. But those places don’t compare. 
Where we are now is the best place in the world. The 
pinnacle. One of a kind... and just like you,” he says. 


| turn back around and see Francisco there, kneeling in the 
moonlight holding a tiny black box open. 


A diamond ring sparkles inside, only matched by the sparkle 
in his eye as the moonlight reflects off the vertical wave 
faces, into his eyes, and right into my heart. 


“Beautiful, in room full of art, | would still stare at you,” he 
says, his eyes locked on mine. “And nature gave us its most 
beautiful creation, when it shared you with the world. But 
I’m selfish, greedy...| want you all to myself. | want to kiss 
you forever, just like the ocean next to us kisses the 
shoreline, no matter how many times it’s sent away. And 
with this ring you’re never going away. You'll be here 
forever. Here meaning by my side, no matter where this 
crazy little adventure called life takes us. Let’s do this 
forever, side by side, you and me. Marry me,” he says. 


| hold out my hand and he slides the ring on. | just stare at 
it. “Yes!” | say, realizing | was so caught in the moment, so 
stunned that he literally took my breath away. The ring is 
beautiful, understated, and perfect, but no one will ever ask 
who I belong to...they’ll know. 


He picks me up and spins me around in a circle before 
kissing me right on the lips. 


“The fairly tale never stops,” | say, thinking how he’s given 
me everything I’ve ever wanted, and never expected. 


“No it doesn’t,” he says pushing a lock of hair off my cheek 
and behind my ear. “Not as long as you’re by my side, and 
now that there’s a ring on your finger there’s no question 
that’s where you'll be... right where you belong. Forever.” 


Even through the crash of the waves | hear a buzzing sound, 
| look up and see a drone. 


“What the heck?” | ask. 

“It’s my friend. Don’t worry. He’s the one who picked up the 
ring and brought it to me during dinner. That’s why I had to 
step out so much.” 

“That’s where you were?” 

“You thought | wasn’t feeling well?” 

“That’s what we were wondering.” 

“Wonder no more. Just always know that when we're 
together things couldn’t be more perfect...just like they are 
right now.” 


We kiss again and the drone passes back overhead. 


“| can’t wait to watch this moment over and over and over 
again,” he says. 


“Can | watch it with you?” | tease, giving him a wink. 


“You'll be right there with me on the couch, wrapped up in 
my arms... every... single... time.” 


“Unless I’m changing diapers,” | say. 


“We'll keep a crib in the living room so our child feels the 
love its parents used to conceive it and bring it into the 
world.” 


“You think he’ll be a surfer?” | ask. 


“| think he or she will be whatever they want, because we're 
going to love it, support it, and give it the best life ever, in 
our house full of love,” he says. 


| melt into his arms knowing I’ve found the perfect mix. He’s 
a big, strong, possessive manly man, but when we're alone 
he can really get romantic, but only with me. 


Because I’m the only one who can do that to him, and him to 
me. 


| found my perfect pairing right when | wasn’t even looking. 
He’s most definitely my perfect possessive Portuguese 
partner. 


Forever, no matter what explorations and adventures lie 
ahead. 


EPILOGUE 


Francisco 
Three months later 


“Do you think I should start with the part where we sailed 
around the coast and into the Mediterranean or the part 
where we dropped anchor and swam off the coast in the 
south of France.” 


“I’m Portuguese, and a man, so I’m always going to go with 
the adventure. Knowing your professor | think she might 
like that approach too. Catch the reader right with the first 
word and never lose their attention.” 

“My writing partner, Joao, suggested the other way.” 

| feel a tightness in my stomach as | drop the printout of her 
first draft on the table. My hands tighten and I have to 
stand up. 

“Who is Joao?” 


“My writing partner The professor said we should pair up 
and compare work.” 


“The only pair, is us,” | say looking for my phone to call the 
professor. 


“He’s just a school boy my own age,” she says. 


“Writing is a solitary pursuit,” | say as | move into the other 
room. “Did Hemingway have a writing partner?” 


“Those fish.” 
“Fish get eaten, and so will Joao if he tries anything,” | say. 


| send a message to my friend, Fiona’s professor, to let her 
know I can help Fiona with any and all assignments going 
forward. We've known each other for years and | know she'll 
honor my request. | count backwards from ten trying to 
calm myself, but | can’t. | message her again asking her for 
some information on this João kid. 


Walking back into the kitchen I can’t help but notice my 
wife’s belly It’s getting bigger by the day and the sight of it 
immediately calms me, thank god. 


| can only imagine how possessive and protective I’m going 
to get once I’m a dad. 


If it’s a girl she’s not dating until she’s thirty-eight. | had no 
reason to and neither will she, not to mention | never dated 

in the traditional sense of the word. | waited my whole life, 

met the one, and we’ve been inseparable ever since. 


I’m having a blast working on these writing projects together 
with Fiona. She even jokes that she’s just the face and that 
secretly we share all the work. 


Isn't that how it’s supposed to be? The man is supposed to 
be a real man, doing what he does in the background and 
not asking for or taking any of the credit. That’s what being 
a man is all about in the first place. 


And when she brings home assignments where the 
professors have commended her on a job well done, the 
pride inside me swells as | watch how happy the success 
makes her feel. That’s how | want her to feel forever. 


And together we're going to keep traveling, keep exploring, 
and keep coming up with ideas that stimulate her 
unconscious and creative mind so she can create and tell 
her stories to the whole world. 


It’s got to be good for our child’s brain development too. 


There’s nothing better than when something we both love to 
do is good in every way imaginable, and that’s exactly how 
I'd describe her. 


Since she came I’ve gone from good to great. I’ve reached 
levels of happiness | never even knew existed, because they 
wouldn’t have existed without her. 


When I won a regatta a couple weeks ago it was her hugs, 
and kisses, and cheers of, “You can do it,” that turned 
another trophy into something special for the first time. 


Winning and putting the trophy at home on my mantle after 
a night out celebrating with the other guys was how it used 
to be. 


Now, bringing home that visualization of what we 
accomplished together is priceless. 


She’s the one who’s got me eating better, even cooking 
multiple nights of the week. 


She’s the one who rubs the knots out of my back and 
shoulders from all the manual work it takes to work a 


Sailboat. 

She’s the one who stays up late at night with me, watching 
the ocean looking for any advantages due to wind, waves, or 
anything else we can discover. 


And l'm right there with her, as we write the most important 
story together...the story of our lives. 


And in just six more months we’ll welcome our first child into 
the world. 


Because Portugal allows dual citizenship our baby will 
already have a head start, having the right to live in two 
different countries in the world. 


As for me? There’s only one place in the world where | want 
to be, and you can’t find it on a map. 


That’s because it’s in her heart, exactly where she is in mine. 
My queen. My wife. My love. My life. 


Forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Fiona 
Ten years later 
“Should we intervene?” | ask Francisco. 


“Let’s give the kids time to figure it out... time to grow,” 
Francisco says. “But if anything goes sideways you know I'll 
be right there making the situation right immediately.” 


| watch as Francisco’s hands find the sand and his legs pull 
back from his relaxed sitting position in the sand toa 
squatting position. Were he’s able to pounce at any 
moment. 


We decided to drive down to Lagos, Portugal in the Algarve 
Region in the south today. We got here early and got set up 
at the famous Benagil aboveground cave. This particular 
cave has been featured in a staggering number of posts of 
those bucket list destination posted online, and | have to say 
they were all right. 


It’s absolutely beautiful, and as the day progresses more and 
more likely to get absolutely packed. 


Packed is exactly what Filipa, our nine-year-old twin with her 
brother Filipe, did this morning... as in pack sand into 
buckets and build it into a sand castle. 


But out of nowhere there’s a bully on the scene and he 
seems more interested in tearing down what she did than 
building her up and making her feel good about her work. 


“And... here...he... comes,” Francisco says watching as Filipa’s 
conversation with the bully boy gets heated and has now 
caught the attention of Filipe. 


He comes running over from about twenty yards away ata 
full sprint and puts his body right in-between his twin sister 
and the boy. 


“If you want to yell at someone, yell at me, but if you do 
then | have to warn you it’s not going to end well for you. | 
recommend you just leave us alone and walk away,” he 
says. 


| reach out my hand to take Francisco’s but he’s pumping his 
fist at his son's actions and words. 


The bully laughs. “Or what?” he says as he goes to jam his 
finger in Filipe’s chest, but just as our oldest boy warned him 
it’s not going to end well for him at this point. 


Filipe catches his wrist, quickly drops to a knee and flips the 
boy over his shoulder, using the boy’s bigger size against 
him, sending him face first into the sand. 


Before the boy knows that happens, Filipe is on top with a 
knee in the boy’s back, pulling one leg towards his head and 
the opposite arm back towards the leg. The bully isina 
world of hurt. 


“Let me go,” he cries out, not looking so tough at all now. | 
can barely make out the words between all the sand he’s 
Spitting out. 


“Apologize to her,” Filipe demands. 

The boy shouts an explicative. 

“And...right..on...time,” Francisco says jumping to his feet 
and intercepting what is most certainly the boy’s dad as he 
runs toward the scene. 

“You step in, | step on your face,” Francisco says. 

“Bu-bu-but my boy,” the man pleads. 

“Your boy was acting without manners and now he’s going to 
learn some...from my boy. And I’m happy to teach you some 
as well if you even think about stepping in.” 

“Dad!” the boy yells. 

“Apologize to my sister,” Filipe says. 

“Son...um...apologize like he said,” the man says. 

“Why is Filipe making that boy into a pretzel?” Faith, our 
seven-year-old asks from just next to me on our blanket 
underneath our beach tarp. 

“He was rude to your sister” 

“Oh. That’s not nice,” she says. 

“Not at all,” | say. 

| watch as our six-year-old Finn’s attention moves from the 


book he was reading to the scene. He jumps up and runs 
over next to his brother, ready to jump in should he need it. 


My heart swells with pride. 


Francisco has spent a lot of time with our boys teaching 
them how to respect girls, protect them, and treat them like 
queens. And when the moment of truth came, they did 
exactly as my husband has drilled into them over and over 
again and they came to their sister’s rescue. 


“I’m sorry,” the boy says. 
“Not to me. To her,” Filipe says. 


“Sorry,” he says moving his head in her direction but not 
looking at her. 


“Look her in the eyes and Say it like you mean it, or else this 
gets tighter,” he says pulling his leg and arm even more. 


“Ow!” the boy says. 

“Say it!” 

“I'm sorry for what | said and did.” 

“Now,” Filipe begins. “I’m going to let you up and you're 
going to get up slowly and take the trail up from the beach 
and out of here and you’re not coming back the rest of the 
day, or tomorrow either. As a matter of fact you’re not 
coming back until you learn how to treat people with 
respect. Do. You. Understand?” 


“Yes,” the boy says. 


Filipe slowly lets him up and the boy wisely doesn’t try 
anything as he begins walking toward the exit with an angry 


face as he brushes the sand off himself 


“You heard him,” Francisco says to the bully’s dad. “It 
applies to you too. Beat it!” 


The man turns to run backward and falls on his butt, before 
scrambling to his feet and taking off after his boy. 


“Are you Okay, sis?” Filipe asks Filipa. 


“Yeah, you got to me before he could do anything. Thanks,” 
she says giving him a big hug. 


He takes her hand, and Finn’s with his other, and walks back 
over towards the blanket where Faith and | are, but not 
before Francisco comes up from behind and rubs the top of 
his boy’s heads. 

“Good job, men!” he says, offering them each a high five. 


“Not until | escort her safely all the way back to the blanket, 
dad,” Filipe says. 


My heart about melts. 
“Come here,” | say to Filipe once he gets back to the towel. 


He comes closer, sitting next tome “Give your mother a 
hug,” | say. 


He leans in and I pull him in tight. | know I’m squeezing him 
pretty good, but he doesn’t complain. 


“I’m making Portuguese chicken for dinner tonight because 
of you, our little hero,” | say. 


“l'm not little anymore,” he says. 


| can’t help but laugh a bit. “No, you’re not,” | say finally 
letting go of him. 


“But thanks, mom. That’s my favorite.” 
“| know. That’s why I’m making it.” 


“Peri peri chicken, huh?” Francisco says sitting down next to 
me. “My second favorite,” he says. 


“| thought that was your favorite. You love that spicy 
Portuguese African fusion.” 


“| do, that’s why it’s my second favorite.” 


| scrunch my eyebrows. This is news to me. “What’s your 
favorite then?” 


“You,” he says and his lips come down on my shoulders just 
next to my neck. 


“Oh!” I say. 


“Doesn't that dish have to marinate about four hours before 
being grilled?” he whispers seductively into my ear 


“It should, yes.” 
“Well then how about | wear out the kids here at the beach 
and then we can put them down for a nap around two which 


will give me just enough time to—” 


“Wear me out?” 


“You read my mind,” he says nibbling on my earlobe. 
“You know I can’t get enough of you,” | say. 

“| know, but | sure like trying.” 

“You do it all the time,” | say as | turn and our lips lock. 


“Maybe one of these days you'll have enough of me for one 
day, but | sure hope not,” | say. 


“And | know not, because that’s never going to happen.” 


| reach across to grab the water bottle and accidentally 
brush over the top of his swim trunks. 


“Oh my god!” | say, before quickly turning to see the kids 
are playing with their coloring books, reading, and playing 
in the sand. Thankfully they’re not paying attention. 


“You're ready already?” 


“| wasn’t ready to meet you that day on the street in Lisbon, 
but I’ve been ready for you every second since.” 


“| can see,” I say. “But let’s make sure the kids don’t see.” 
“Never,” he says. 

He slides in behind me and massages my shoulders making 
a day at the beach feel like... well, a day at the beach, in 


more ways than one. 


“Why are you so good to me? So perfect for me?” 


“Because you're so perfect to and for me, and look at what 
you gave me,” he says as his eyes jump to and from each of 
our children. “That’s what life’s all about,” he says. “And 
that starts and ends with you.” 


| turn my head back and we kiss, as he continues rubbing 
my shoulders, the stress that | should have in my life 
melting away, but as a published writer of Portuguese 
adventure fiction that’s heavily inspired by our family’s own 
tales, well...there’s no stress to be had. 


Because when it comes to my super sailor, my possessive 
Portuguese, life is truly smooth sailing...today, tomorrow, 
and forever. 
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